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The Pale Now 


In the 


moment 


there is 
this 


emptiness 


a tear 
running 
down the 


spine 


a smile 


you cry 


as the 
doors 
are 


closing 


a childlike 


melting 


of the 
oceans 
and 


the sky 


above 


the fading 


of 


The Now 


the 
endless 
space 
of 


what is 


what once 


WadS 


and what 
could 


be 


in the 


moment 


a mind 


never knowing 


in the 


moment 


a glimpse 


of 


a pale 


ghost 


never to 
be seen 


again 


A Psychotic Beauty 


Hey you 


the flower 
in the 


flames 


I see 


you 


I see 

the knife 
that burned 
your 
memories 


out 


I see 
the flower 
in the 


flames 


I see 


the empty 


heart 
I once 
tried to 


fill 


I see 

the fragile 
creature 
trapped 
behind 


lobotomy eyes 


I see 


you 


I see 


the flower 


in the 


flames 


I see 


you 


like 


a sun 
who didn’t 
know she 
was 


a Star 


Patricia Starmaker 


The road 
ahead 
seems 


obvious 


you know 


this song 


no credit cards 


no paper trails 


just a 


flaming 


darkness 


the 
Suicide 


seeds 


and 
trivial 
addictions 


eating 


what 
should 
have been 


the soul 


now 
the crimson 
tongues have 


spoken 


of time 


wasted 


of the 
origin 


of memories 


and how 

all the 

roads 
somehow leads 


back home 


back to 


nowhere 


congratulations 


you have 
been 
granted 

15 minutes 


of shame 


now blood 
will 

taste 
Sweeter 


than honey 


but you 
won't find 
the dragon 
you were 
chasing 


no more 


it all 
leads back 
to 


home 


back 


to nowhere 


you know 


this song 


no credit cards 


no paper trails 


just let 
your 


head hang back 


and watch 


the clouds 


Horse Demon 


A phantom 


creature 


a non 


entity 


pure 


exquisite 


imagination 


a child 


of men 


who themselves 


were 
never 


born 


sleeping 
through 


rain storms 


famines 


and 


lunar 


eclipses 


given 


strange 


Names 


so that 
your 
shadow 


may grow 


bones 


you are 
dark 


matter 


feared 
by all 
my 


imaginary 


ghosts 


horse demon 


you 

are 

a picture 
taken 
inside 


a dream 


you 

are 

the bottom 
of 

a deep 
dark 


lake 


you are 
the 
dead 


hand 


reaching 
out from 


the grave 


my way 
of seeing 
what 
can’t be 


seen 


you are 


all 
my 
dead 


tomorrows 


my horse demon 


The Return of The Doll Bride 


Oh Kimberly 


TY, 


doll bride 


the eater 


of Sundays 


the 
architect 
of 


heartaches 


and 
soft 


wailing walls 


Kimberly 


sO we 
meet 


once again 


in this 
hour 


of reason 


once 


again 


we meet 


in this 


evening 


of light 


Kimberly 


my doll bride 


your imaginary 


kisses 


kept 


in jars 


the 
secret 
diaries 


you wrote 


and 


finger paintings 
you 


made 


with my arm 


go eat 


those 


Sundays 


NOW 


Kimberly 


spread those 


wings 


you 


never had 


and 


fly 


fly 


away 


to something 


else 


something 


new 


something 


better 


View from Alpha Draconis 


Help won’t 
come from 


elsewhere 


let that 
creep up 


on you 


let it 


sink in 


and settle 


help won’t 
come from 


elsewhere 


to 
Save 
you 
from 


yourself 


let that 
creep 
up on 


you 


like the 
kingdom 


of heaven 


overthink 


it 


and let 
it rob 


you of your 


brightest 


day 


Death Belle 


Don’t 


say her name 


The 
Ice Princess 
will do 


for now 


it has to 


got cliché 


written 
all 


over it 


then again 


who doesn’t? 


The Ice 


Princess 


and her 
trail 

of 

bad 


dreams 


all her 


imaginary 


diseases 


encapsulated 


by 


beauty 


festering 


with ambition 


yet 
unburdened 
by 


talent 


you shouldn’t 


say her 


name 


just 
watch 


her melt 


as her 
inner 
demons 
shake 
hands 


with themselves 


just 
follow 
that trail 


of bad dreams 


come around 


as she 
turns 

back into 
a pumpkin 
again at 


midnight 


Monce Venus 


Oh 


Philip David 


how I 
Stole 


your rhymes 


and 
showered 
in the 
virtue 

of your 


sentiments 


while you 


hung 


from a 


rope 


in your 
sister’s 


bed room 


at 36 


Philip David 


how 
you 
went 
from 

a minus 


twenty 


to a plus 


four 


and back 


again 


in a matter 


of hours 


and that 


cock smoker 


John 
Butler 


Train 


put you 


somewhere 


between 


the Devil 


and the 
deep 


blue sea 


as the 
eyes 
of the 


dead 


kept 


turning 


every head 


Philip David 


how 
I rigged 
your 


schooner 


and made 
you 

sail the 
sea 


of consequence 


racing 
you 
from 
Cooper 


Square 


to the 
Horn 
Of 


Africa 


while 


the cowards 
and 


the whores 


was 
peeking 
through 


the doors 


to see 
who’s 


winning 


but 

you know 
how 

we die 


two times 


don’t 


you 


Philip David? 


yes 


we die 
when 


We PdSS aWday 


and 


then 


we die 


a 


second 


time 


when no one 


ever 


mentions 


our 
name 


again 


Not Screaming at Clouds 


Life lines 


and 


headless 


crosses 


chopped 
in half 
with 
ghostly 


precision 


then the 
casting 
of 
suicide 


spells 


a blast 


of heroin 


the kiss 


the judas 
dose 


of self 


pity 


as the 
clocks 
Starts 
running 


backwards 


like 
frightened 


children 


climbing 
ceilings 
and 


walls 


trapped 
in dreams 
within 


dreams 


finally 


escaping 


ond 


night 


like 


tonight 


escaping 


from the 
fields 


of grey 


toa 
deeper 


black 


to 


the 


dark unseen 


Star Jelly 


Star jelly 


the 

ghost 

of 

some shooting 


Star 


set to 
heal 
the 


wounds 


offspring 
ofa 
dying 


light 


star jelly 


set to 
heal 
the 


soil 


star jelly 


living 


on 


after 


the light 


has died 


star jelly 


living on 


like 


the 
feces 
of the 


Moon 


Between Two Ages 


Between 
concept 
and 


conception 


between 
Pisces 
and 


Aquarius 


a childlike 


confusion 


murder 


and 


suicide 


god is zero 


love is lust 


god 
dog 
god 


a second 


sight 


a consequence 


a nobody 


that 
owns 


anybody 


a nobody 


flashing 
my 
skills in 


deceptions 


live 
evil 


live 


between 
Pisces 
and 


Aquarius 


between 
Dionysus 
And 


Apollo 


dog 
god 
dog 


evil 
live 


evil 


concept 
and 


conception 


insects 


incest 


lust as love 


god as zero 


between 
two 


ages 


the age 
of 


consequence 


and 


the 
age of 


reason 


Una Locura Total 


Beware 


when 
you wander 


off 


as a sheep 


beware 


as the 


pendulum 


swings 


beware 


as 


you wander 


through 


cannibal cafés 


and 


vampire 


chat rooms 


Suicide 


parlors 


and 


snuff 


theatres 


awake 


as the 


pendulum 


Swings 


awake 


and 


never to wear 


the 


same 


skin too 


long 


awake 


as 


a spineless 


phantom 


as 
a ghost 
ina 


machine 


I will 


remain 


as 
another 


me 


as da 


sheep 


among 


wolves 


I 


have 


wandered 


and 


only 


as 


a sheep 


among 


wolves 


can I 


gO 


on 


Excision 


Would you 


have 


your 


way with 


surgical steel? 


SaWws 


and 


knives 


doctors 


and 


nurses 


sawing 


and 


knifing away 


removing 


all but 
one 


limb 


would 
it still 
be 


you? 


could 
it still 


be? 


if 

you got 
to keep 
your 


memories 


your 


longings 


and 


your dreams 


would 


you have 


your way 


with 


surgical steel? 


If you could? 


deep down 


wouldn’t you 


like 
to 


be 


just 


the 


middle finger? 


Only a Poem 


Watercolors 


the blue 


sky above 


a song 


you wrote 


for her 


a song 


to sing 


if she 
should 
come 


along 


a song 
to 
please 
her 


captured heart 


one that 


moves 
the lost 
little 


girl 


inside 


of her 


then 
everything 


changes 


in the 
blink 


of an eye 


as the 
light 
falls on 
the 


floor 


more 


watercolors 


and outlines 


of 


faces 


and 


fluffy clouds 


under the 
same 


blue sky 


she 
can 
just 
give in 


NnOw 


fall back 


and 


fly away 


let 
the thousand 
roses 


bloom 


and sing 
the 

song 

you wrote 


for her 


if she 
had come 


along 


The Romeo of the Spirits 


Iam 


the Romeo 


Iam 


the others 


Iam 


the Romeo 


the others 


are me 


I believe 
my path 
has been 


chosen 


I believe I 
performed 
well as 

a human 
being 

this could 


be anything 


this could 


be me 


just writing 


my story 


perhaps 
I’m the 
only one 
to tell 


it 


you know 


how youth 


is just 
wasted 


on the 


young 


and 


how love is 
sucha 
fortress 


of abstraction 


the 
haunting 
beauties 
that come 


and go 


as the 


fortress 


Starts 


to crumble 


as the 
sands 
keeps on 


shifting 


the haunting 


beauties 


the painted 


ladies 


with their 


dark pasts 


and 


the fear 

of everything 
that comes 
back to 

them 


in dreams 


you know 
love is 
still a young 


man’s game 


youth 
is 


such a cross 


to bear 


and the 
game is 


rigged 


there’s 
a hidden 


hand at 


play 


believing 
the game 


is mine 


Iam 


the Romeo 


believing 
that I deal 


the cards 


believing 
I own 
time and 


space 


believing 
I am the 


others 


that 


I am the Romeo 


believing 
that the 
others 


are me 


whenever 
something 
breaks 
or falls 


apart 


whenever 
something 
dies or 


ends too 


soon 


it’s all me 


Iam 
the Romeo 


of the spirits 


sending it 
all 
down 


the river 


sending 
it all 
back to 


the beginning 


again 


Darkness Visible 


To suddenly 
find yourself 


taken 


with the 
randomness 


of nature 


in 
all its 
forgotten 


beauty 


sugar 
dreams 
of 
banshees 
and dark 
haired 


sirens 


all 

their scars 
and their 
suicide 


serenades 


going 


through it 


being 

a failure 
in the 
eyes 

of 


the others 


living 


with 


X communication 


grief 


still 
believing 
to be the 
salt of 


the earth 


being able 
to smell 
the blood 
in the 


water 


hearing 
the rain 
before it 


falls 


and having 
the experience 
of dying 


a shitty death 


perhaps 
through 
no fault 
of your 


own 


So Lost 


You’re 


so lost 


choking 
all the 


pretty 


flowers 


you’re 


so lost 


burning 
the 
rivers behind 


you 


so lost 


thinking 
you left 
all but 
good 
wishes 
on your 


path 


you’re 


so lost 


and you 
can’t 


be found 


Lord of the 7th Ray 


113 days 


a small eternity 


I?ll start 
talking again 
when I know 


what to say 


funny 

how the 

mind 

sometimes wanders 


by mistake 


how the 

rope 

slowly 

tightens 

with the ticking 


of the clock 


113 days 


my small 


eternity 


from there 


and 


then forward 


into the silence 


any 


silence 


as 
the 
rope 
slowly 


tightens 


with the ticking 


of the clock 


Thing With Feathers 


You must 


learn to 


rise 


above your 


circumstance 


you must 


wake the 
Princess 
from her 


slumber 


make her 
teach 
you how 
to 
swallow 


pride 


and 


experience 


existence 


asd 


dream 


in the 
cold 
sleep 


of death 


as just 
a series 


of images 


played 


back 


to you 


endlessly 


and 


ever 
changing 
as they 
keep 
repeating 


them selves 


over and 


Over 


experience 


ambition 


asa 
naked 


Cross 


with 
fingers 
and 


claws 


that latch 
on 


to you 


experience 


hope 


as 


just 


a white 


thing 


with 


feathers 


angelic 


yet 


familiar 


lighter than 
the 

air 

around 


you 


hope 
is that 


thing 


with 


feathers 


Piss Shy 


I’m 


insignificant 


I don’t 


matter 


I used 
to be 


somebody 


but 


now I’m 


somebody 


else 


piss shy 


insignificant 


a shapeless 


form 


Iam 
the sins 
of my 


father 


a punk 


rock 


song 


waiting 


to 


happen 


I’m 
a strange 


voice 


in an 
even 
stranger 


room 


I’m 


piss shy 


and 


insignificant 


I don’t 


matter 


Chelsea Grrrrl 


She lives 


ina 


time 


that is 


not her 


own 


she 


lives 


on the 
third 


floor 


she 
wants 
you 
to call 


her 


Moonbeam 


still you 


know 


her name 


is Mary 


she knows 


you know 


Mary 


the 


Chelsea Girl 


everyone 


calls 


her Mary 


she 
invites 


you up 


and in 


NOw 


you’re alone 


with 


Mary 


at 
the 


Chelsea 


ina 
hazy 
August 


afternoon 


she 
closes 
the 


door 


serves you 
cold 


coffee 


talks 
of endless 


sleep 


and 


dusty red 


canyons 


on Mars 


wants 
you to 
see 
her 


death paintings 


she once 
made 
five 

in one 


day 


did you 


like them? 


said you did 


gave some 


compliment 


on 
the 


composition 


made a 
comparison 
to 
something 


else 


something better 


Mary 
says 

she wants 
to kill 


you 


so you can 
be her 


muse 


SO 
Mary 
can 
paint 


a portrait 


of your 


corpse 


while it’s 


fresh 


should 


you let 


her? 


you have no fear 


and 


the gun 
is right 


there 


next 
to the 


cigarettes 


and 
her 


needles 


Mary 
has 
a way 


with 


colors 


and 


shapes 


she 


knows 


a little 


gold 


or 


yellow 


goes 
with all 


the purple 


the circle 
creates 


a calm 


it 


balances 


against 
the 
curvy 


lines 


and 


the tiny 


chaos 


it dominates 


Mary 


has 


a way 


with colors 


and shapes 


like you 


havea 


way with 


words 


and you 


don’t 


you 


really 


don’t 


you just 


pretend 


mimic 


steal 


COpy 


and 


emulate 


but 
it doesn’t 


get weird 


until 


she starts 
talking 
about 
her 


father 


it doesn’t 


get weird 


until 
Mary starts 
casually 


talking 


about how 
blood 

tastes 
sweeter than 


honey 


it doesn’t 


get weird 


until 


she 
starts 
touching 


herself 


and tells 


you 


how she 
loves 


her father 


it doesn’t 
feel 


weird 


until 
Mary 
Starts 
casually 
touching 


herself 


and tells 


you 


she loves 


her 


father 


(she always did) 


and 


how 
he 


ages 


like 
fine 
bitter 


wine 


